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Thy virgin paper, now are vain as I;

For Jbove the poet's heav'n th' art taught to shine,

And move, as in thy proper crystalline;                           60

Whence that molehill, Parnassus, thou dost view,

And us small ants there dabbling in its dew;

Whence thy seraphic soul such hymns doth play,

As those to which first danced the first day;

Where, with a thorn from the world-ransoming wreath,   65

Thou, stung, dost antiphons and anthems breathe;

Where, with an angel's quill dipp'd i' th' Lamb's blood,

Thou sing'st our pelican's all-saving flood,

And bath'st thy thoughts in everliving streams

Rench'd from earth's tainted, fat, and heavy steams.       70

There move, translated youth! enrolled i' th' choir

That only doth with holy lays inspire;

To whom his burning coach Eliah sent,

And th' royal prophet-priest his harp hath lent,

Which thou dost tune in consort unto those                     75

Clap wings for ever at each hallow'd close ;

Whilst we, now weak and fainting in our praise,

Sick, echo o'er thy Halleluiahs.

TO  MY  NOBLE  KINSMAN T[HOMAS]  SfTANLEY],

ESQUIRE, ON HIS LYRIC POEMS COMPOSED BY

MR. J[OHN] G[AMBLE]

WHAT means this stately tablature,

The balance of thy strains,
Which seems, instead of sifting pure,

T' extend and rack thy veins?

Thy odes first their own harmony did break,              5

For singing troth is but in tune to speak.

Nor thus thy golden feet and wings.

May it be thought false melody
T' ascend to heav'n by silver strings,

This is Urania's heraldry:                                     10

Thy royal poem now we may extol,
And truly Luna blazon'd upon Sol.